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It didn't occur to him until afterward that it might be a giant fucking mistake. Or that maybe he had ulterior 


motives. 


It was a joke, it was gonna be a joke, and in the still-functioning piece of Stevie's blasted head, it was funny as 
fuck. The girl thought it was funny, too, so it was definitely a joke. Neither of them could stop laughing once he 
told her what he wanted to do. 


He didn't know the girl's name, it might have been Gina, or Jessie, he wasn't sure, but he'd been making out 
with her. Had his hands up under her bra, fingering her nipples while she told him how much she loved giving 
head, how she had blown Slash and Duff and Izzy already over the past few weeks, and she was trying to 


collect them all like sexual fucking baseball cards. She hadn't managed to nail Axl yet because, according to her, 
he was always brooding over some other girl, and it grossed her out. But she did plan on bagging him as soon 
as she caught him alone and he wasn't moony over some other chick 

Laughter hiccupped out of Steven harder the longer he listened. He knew, on some level, that this should 
probably turn him off, but he still had his hands in the girl's bra, and his dick was hard, and he liked how 
fucking crazy she was. And besides, there was that part of him that was still tingling when he thought about 
that fight between Axl and Izzy, and how it had raised goosebumps on his skin. 

He wasn't a stranger to getting physical with men He'd done his share of blowing strangers for drugs and drug 
money, and while he had never exactly been info it, it didn't really repulse him, either. It had been a side job to 


him, like mowing lawns or bagging groceries. And he was good at it, what could he say? 


Janie was still talking, about blowing Axl, about wanting him in her collection, and a wave of heat, from the 


friction between their crushed pelvises, billowed up into the hypnotized space of his head, and he said, 
"You wanna play a joke on him?" 


The girl pulled back and, he thought, looked him directly in the eyes, but he couldn't be sure anymore, as the 


Hennessy was hitting hard now. "Why?" she asked, a suspicious grin spreading over her red-painted lips. 


"Cuz he's been such an asshole," Steven said, his mouth improvising the idea before his muddled brain could 


catch up. "Moping over some stupid chick that doesn't deserve it when you been waiting on him to snap out of 


it” 
She thought for a minute, pulling his hands out from under her shirt. Then said, "All right, so what's the joke?" 


Out of instinct (and intoxication), Steven made a move for her tits again, but she pushed his hands away and 
said, "Tell me the joke first." 


"Okay. You blow him under the table there, and | get under with you when he's not looking, and then when 


you're done, | come out wiping my mouth like | did it" 

"Oh my god" the girl said, laughing. “That's so mean, what if he hits you?" 
"He's not gonna hit me,” Stevie said, getting caught up in the laughter himself. 
"How do you know he won't? Is he info it?" 

"| don't know. Are you?" 


"| don't know," the girl said. "Like if you did it for real? It might be hot. But | think he'd kill you." 


"Let's find out, huh?" Stevie said, giving her the smile he knew could sink ships and get in pants. He pushed her 
off his lap and took her hand, led her across the room to where Axl sat, scowling over a notebook, tuning out 
everyone around him. Then he backed away, chit-chatted with someone else, leaving the girl to work her magic. 


It was surprisingly easy. 


She whispered in Axl's ear her intentions, and he barely looked up from his notebook. Even through the 
chemical soup his brain had become, Steven could see the girl was less than impressed by her prey’s lack of 
enthusiasm as she disappeared beneath the table. 


Whatever it was she did once she was under there must have been more exciting than the promise, though, 
because there was a moment, when Axl drew a deep breath and closed his eyes, and that's when Stevie joined 


his new friend in semi-seclusion under the table. 


The girl was yanking at Axl's pants, until he lifted his ass up and pushed them partway down himself. She 
wiggled herself into the space between his thighs, and Steven waited, tried to see what she was doing, but it 
was too dark to see anything. 


He didn't know whether it was a minute or ten, but he decided it was long enough for her to consider him 
collected, and tapped her on the shoulder. Okay, he might have pushed her out of the way, but either way, her 
turn was over. She glanced back and pushed her hair back off her face. There was just enough light to see 
that she was smiling. She was done collecting. 


Steven took a deep breath and moved between Axl's knees. The man's hands were waiting to grasp his invader, 


and Steven moved in. Axl's fingers twisted deep into his hair, and pulled his face into his groin. 


Almost independent of thought, Steven's hands landed on the other man's thighs, preventing his head being 
pulled in too close, and he brought a foot up beneath himself in preparation to fling himself out from his hiding 
spot, haha, gotcha, and face the fucking music, because there was the barest beginning of a crawling under his 


skin that told him this was a really bad idea. 


But the tiny devil on his shoulder, that constant companion, told him it wouldn't hurt anyone, and it was fucking 
hilarious, and the girl thought it would be hot, and he still wanted in her pants, and besides-- 


Electricity was zinging through his entire fucking body now, lighting it up in places he'd forgotten even existed- 


And Axl had ahold of his hair, pulling him in. Wanting it. 


Stevie swallowed Axl's cock whole. He felt a shudder run through the other man's body, his thighs squeezing in 
on Steven's shoulders. 


fuck 


Pulling off Axl's dick, Steven ran his tongue up the underside of it, down, and up again, until he could feel Axl 
moving into rhythm with him, and only then did he wrap his lips around him again. Just the head, just deep 
enough to hold it still while he flicked it with the tip of his tongue, until he just thought he could hear the 
other man groan, "Jesus..", but he wasn't quite sure because it was so loud in the room, and Stevie's ears had 


long been throbbing with the beating of his own heart, too deafening to hear anything else. 


fuck 


He grabbed the shaft of his friend's cock in his fist and pumped it hard a few times, before dropping his 
mouth back onto it, letting it push into the back of his throat, letting Axl's hands tangle so painfully into his 
hair he thought he might never get them out, harder and harder the deeper Steven let him push. 


Steven slipped his hand up under the wad of pushed-down jeans and grabbed Axl's balls, squeezed them, 
wrapped his fingers around the base of them tight, so that the man couldn't come if he wanted to. 


Now he heard the noises. A groan here and a fuck there, above and over the ambient noise of the room, and 
for a second, he thought Axl might pull the hair clean out of his head. But the man's thighs were pulsing 
against his shoulders, and he was thrusting his dick up into Steven's mouth now, and who fucking cared about 


the state of his head? 

Axl's free hand came down and attempted to dislodge the hand anchored around his balls, and a Tiny, still- 
rational part of Stevie's mind told him, just in time, that he probably shouldn't let Axl feel his hands, that his 
hands weren't gonna feel like a woman's, so he let go. Dropped deep and sucked. 

The other man came hard down his throat, and Stevie pulled off. Sitting back, and trying to catch his breath, 
he finally looked at the girl, staring at him, her eyes huge and shocked, her hand covering her grinning, giggling 
mouth. 


Sanity, cold and grim as a hangover, suddenly descended on Steven. 


For several seconds, terror gripped him by the balls as he wondered what the fuck to do. And then Genie or 
Jenny pushed herself up from under the table. 


"Was that fun?" he heard her purring. 
"Fuck yeah," Axl said. "Christ you're good at that.” 


"Mm, | know." 


There was more talking that Stevie couldn't make out, and he sat back on his ass. Closed his eyes and willed 
the spinning in his head to stop. 


fuck 


